SARAH (in a little voice) : I hadn't finished, Mr.

Moonlight.

TOM : I'm sorry, my dear, I'm only going to

church, you know. (But this time his kiss is as

tender as hers, and as long. She turns and moves

quietly towards the door, her face averted.) Ask

Minnie for the salts.

[She halts at his voice, and answers him only with
a gentle nod, her eyes still turned away.
EDITH : I think that Minnie shouldn't be allowed
to treat you as she does.
TOM : Do you dislike her ?
EDITH :   Unfortunately,  one  may  disapprove
where one doesn't dislike.  It's  not easy to
dislike Minnie. But she doesn't treat you as she
should.

TOM : I agree.

EDITH : Then why don't you adopt a strong line
about it ?

TOM : I do ; several times a week.
EDITH : With what result ?
TOM (hedging for his prides sake) : Well, you can't
expect results immediately, you know.
EDITH : Is five years immediately ?
TOM : Well, one doesn't want to force the pace.
I'm not the man to treat any woman roughly,
you know ; especially when she's in my employ.
There are, after all, certain canons of politeness
which one hesitates to transgress.

EDITH : I wonder if all men deceive themselves
as much as you do, Thomas.
TOM : I ? My dear Edith, you don't know me,
If I have one characteristic above others, it is
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